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Jon gasped sharply as his back slammed against the door of their dressing room. He tilted his head to the side, 
knowing how much Richie loved the sounds he could pull from him the second his lips would touch his skin. The 
shuddering breath as Richie licked a stripe up to his ear before nipping gently at it was only the beginning. 


"Rich." he moaned, arching up into his guitarists touch as he slid a hand down his chest, tweaking a nipple 
through the thin material of his shirt. The action making him jolt and tug at Richie's hair to get back at his 
lips. He would never get tired of kissing Richie. His lips always had him more drunk than the strongest whiskey 
or the finest wine, and he learned early on that he could never get enough. The second they'd stepped off 
stage, they did their best disappearing act and headed back to their dressing room before anyone else noticed. 


Now Jon needed the heat, he needed to feel skin on skin and his hands couldn't work fast enough to get Richie's 
shirt off and pull them closer together. "I'm gonna need you to fuck me Rich." Jon panted against his lips as he 


struggled to catch his breath. "There's no way | can focus on anything else tonight when all | want right now is 


your cock." 


He knew how much he sounded like a slut, but he couldn't help it. All through the show, Richie had done his 
best to tease him. Standing closer than usual when they shared a mic, close enough that Jon could feel the 
heat radiating from Richie and would lose himself for a few moments, barely resisting the urge to lean into it 


and let it engulf him. 


Richie just smirked, predatory, like he had corned his prey and was just waiting for the right moment to take 
it. "Not here." He said simply, his voice starting to take on that honeyed tone that never failed to make Jon's 
cock twitch and his knees go weak. He glanced back toward the private shower in their room. He cracked a grin 
before looking down at Jon with his cheesiest smile and saying, "I think someone needs to get a little clean 


first.. before | make you too dirty." 


Jon couldn't help the snicker and snort that bubbled up at that absolutely horrible attempt at dirty talk and 
he didn't need to look up at Richie to see the grin that was without a doubt spread across his face. It never 
ceased to amaze him that even when they were in the middle of tearing each other's clothes off, Richie could 
find a moment to crack a joke. Even though, they both knew if Richie was serious, he'd use that voice of his 
to have Jon coming in his pants in minutes like a teenager. He chuckled as he playfully pushed Richie back 
toward the showers shedding their remaining clothes along the way. 


Jon moaned loudly and tossed his head back as the water rained over his sore muscles, running in rivulets 
down his golden skin as he traced random patterns over his body, but never reaching toward his cock, knowing 
that right now that part of him belonged to Richie and from the looks the guitarist were giving him, he was 
definitely ready to re-stake his claim. 


"Rich..please.." 


He didn't need any more encouragement than that. He moved quickly, pinning Jon against the cool tile. He laced 
their fingers together, pinning their arms above Jon's head as he took in the sight in front of him. Jor's eyes 
were hooded, his chest heaving and skin flushed a shade of pink he'd never seen on anyone else. His eyes locked 
on a trail of water from his neck that was slowly making its way down his chest and instantly had an urge to 


follow it. 


"Ahhh!" Jon gasped as he felt Richie's tongue trace along his collarbone taking a second to suck a nice hickey 
into the sensitive spot at the base of his neck, the one spot that had Jon clutching desperately at Richie's 
hands as he struggled to say upright. He followed his path lower, light teasing licks against his nipples until they 


peaked and Jon's whimpers increased as he tried to shove more his chest against that sinful tongue. 


Jon wasn't the only one feeling the results of their teasing on stage that night. Richie was lucky. He at least 
had his guitar to his hard on for most of the show. The second he'd pinned Jon against the door of their 
dressing room, his mind had gone blank. He didn't care about the groupies, the guys finding them, or anything. 
He wanted Jon and he was going to have him right then and there. 


"Will you be good for me, Jonny?" He whispered against slick skin as he pulled his hands away and turned him 
around, the spray running down his ass where he'd arched his hips back. "Be good and keep your hands up 


there for me?" 


Jon could only nod as he felt Richie's hands slide down to his hips and spread him open. Then he could only 
moan brokenly as he felt that tongue lick a stripe over his entrance. His fingers scrabbled at the tile as the 
movement intensified. Jon struggled to catch his breath, his hips rocking back almost as if they had a will of 
their own. Richie stiffened his tongue, switching from lazy licks to the short, sharp jabs that were pulling near 
constant moans from Jon's throat. 


His wet hair clung to face and shoulders as he felt himself fall deeper into pleasure. His cock throbbed almost 
painfully, having not been touched since they made it to the showers. His fingers ached to reach down and give 
it a stroke, at this point he would need just one maybe two at the most to come, but he told Richie he'd be 
good. He'll fake care of me. He thought even as his hand slowly slid down the wall. He always does. 


Right as he was inches away from his cock, he felt two slick fingers slip into his entrance making him gasp 
sharply and a rise up on to his toes at the intrusion. "Richie!" he cried loudly as the fingers began a punishing 
pace. He hissed at the burn, his pleasure tinged with that tiny hint of pain, but still found himself pushing back, 
doing his best to take everything that Richie was offering. Richie would take care of him alright, night after he'd 


drove him mad! 


When the fingers were pulled away suddenly, the disappointed whine pulled from his throat was nearly drowned 
out by the spray of the shower. It seems that Jon wasn't the only one reaching the edge of his patience. He 
felt Richie grip his hips tightly and heard him groan low in throat as he finally started to press in. 


This was it. This is what he was waiting for. There was no type of alcohol or drug on the planet that could 
give him the high that Richie could. Every thrust made him more buzzed. His nerves grew fuzzy, his vision 


hazy, and he couldn't tell if the warmth from his body was due to Richie or the steam of the water. 


Like everything else tonight, Richie wasted no time with his movements. His hips snapping forward with as 
much power as he could muster, almost slamming Jon into the wall with every thrust. Jon could feel his lips 
moving, but all he could hear were broken moans and cries that he wasn't even sure were in his voice 
anymore. He needed to come. He couldn't take the heat anymore. With every touch of Richie's hands across his 


body, with every thrust of his hips, he was one step closer to going insane. 


"Please." He wasn't sure what he was pleading for, but he knew he could only get it from one person. "No 
more teasing." And even though he felt like he was being fucked within an inch of his life, Richie was still 
teasing him. Every thrust barely missing his spot, Richie's hands tight on his hips, but refusing to slide those 
few inches closer and touch him where he needed it most. "Need more.." 


Richie didn't answer with words, but instead wrapped his arm around his chest and pulled them flush together, 
the motion now pressing his cock right against his prostate. The thrusts were no longer as quick, but they 


were so much deeper. The move had pulled them right under the spray, the water leaving new heated trails 
down his face and neck that Richie did his best to follow with his lips. Jon heard him chuckle against his ear. 
"This what you wanted?" He asked teasingly, circling his hips and grinding his cock more against Jon's sweet 
spot. "What your needy voice was trying to tell me?" 


Jon's head lolled against his shoulder and he reached for where Richie's hand was still pressed against his 
chest and slid it down to his leaking cock. "Touch me." He whispered, nipping at Richie's earlobe. "Need you to 
touch mel" 


Their joined hands wrapped around his cock and Jon's elated moan echoed in Richie's ears, spurring the 
guitarist to move faster. Their hands matched the pace of his thrusts and just as Jon predicted, it took 
maybe two strokes before the heat flowing through his veins finally became unbearable and he came, covering 


their hands in white. 


His mind was still fuzzy as he felt himself pinned against the shower wall, the cool tile doing nothing to soothe 
his heated skin. He could feel weight of Richie at his back, the wild movements of his hips sending small jolts of 
pleasure throughout his body, and then he heard the shuddering groan behind and felt white, hot heat inside 


him as Richie followed him over the edge. 


They stood there, pressed together against the wall until the spray finally ran cold on Richie and he moved to 
turn it off. He spun Jon once more, and pulled him to his chest, pressing a slow, passionate kiss to his lips. 


"Think you can focus now?" He said with a smirk as he went to go grab them some towels. 
Jon followed behind him, legs still shaky and his eyes a bit dazed, but looking nonetheless like the cat that got 
the cream. "I'm not sure." He said as he ran his fingers across Richie's chest as he took his towel. "We do have 


a bit of a long ride to the hotel" He said with a glint in his eyes that told Richie he was in for a long night. 


‘I'm sure you'll figure out something to keep me focused 


